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Summary 


Michael remembers the promise he’d made to Amanda that he would stop drinking so much 
that he’d pass out. He’d kept that promise to Amanda for her and the kids when they moved 
from North Yankton, but now? That he was alone, and had been for months? 

Michael no longer had the desire to keep that promise. He was alone. Nobody cares about 
him. Why should he have to keep that promise? If someone finds him dead in the lounger by 
the pool, then who cares? 


Notes 


Grand Theft Auto V is owned by Rockstar Games. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Chapter 1 


Michael was sitting on the lounger by the pool, staring at Amanda’s name in the contacts list 
on his phone, as he listened to the sounds of the city. It’s been months, and Michael has 
nothing but an empty house to come home to. The picture of Amanda’s smiling face on his 
phone was all he had left of his wife. He still remembers that stupid letter. How could 
Amanda believe that he would put his son in danger like that, and choose to take drugs while 
he was driving him? 


What did he do to make her think that he would ever put his kids in danger like that? The 
worst part of it all, was that he was finally bonding with Jimmy, then his son decided to drug 
him and throw him out of the car into a busy street. He could have died out there, and nobody 
would have cared. 


Putting the phone down, Michael opened the bottle of Nogo Vodka he’d bought from the 
liquor store. Michael remembers the promise he’d made to Amanda that he would stop 
drinking so much that he’d pass out. He’d kept that promise to Amanda for her and the kids 
when they moved from North Yankton, but now? That he was alone, and had been for 
months? 


Michael no longer had the desire to keep that promise. He was alone. Nobody cares about 
him. Why should he have to keep that promise? If someone finds him dead in the lounger by 
the pool, then who cares? 


Hell, his family would probably celebrate, and Trevor? Well, Trevor would probably turn him 
into breakfast, lunch, and dinner. Hell, maybe even a snack too. 


Michael had tried, of course. He’d tried to find a reason to keep his promise not to drink so 
much. As the months went by, and Michael was alone in a mansion, he no longer had a 
reason to keep the promise he’d made. Michael pressed the bottle to his lips, and drank, and 
drank, and drank until his head started spinning. Closing the bottle, he stumbles back inside 
the house, edging his hands on the wall as he tried to keep upright. The room started spinning 
at this point. Michael dropped the bottle on the floor while he stumbled around. 


Michael stumbled into the living room. Just... a little further. Just have to get upstairs and... 


Michael collapsed against the carpet, feeling his mind start to drift, until finally, he was 
greeted by the sweet embrace of unconsciousness. 


Jimmy sat on the bed in the hotel, hands clacking at the buttons of the controller as he played 
Righteous Slaughter. He wasn’t talking on the headset this time because he was in a hotel 
room, and they’d already been asked to keep the volume down. As Jimmy played the game, 
he realized that he hadn’t made a single shot in any of the rounds he was in. Sighing, he puts 


down the controller, and walks outside the hotel. He’d tried to act like nothing was wrong. 
That everything was okay, but he can’t. Putting down his headset, Jimmy left his room, and 
walked into the kitchen to see Fabien and Amanda standing there. Fabien was pressed up 
against her. 


“No Fabien, not tonight, please.” 
Fabien laughed. 


“C’mon Amanda, it’ll be over quick. You won’t even have to do anything. Let me take care 
of you tonight baby.” 


Jimmy felt sick. Grabbing Tracey’s keys off the counter, Jimmy runs out the front door and 
gets in his sister’s car. Jimmy didn’t even think as he drove, all he knew was, they needed his 
dad back. Jimmy finally arrived at the house an hour later, which is when he pulled up to the 
driveway. Opening the window, he pressed in the code as he drove Tracey’s car through the 
open gate. Jimmy parked the car to the side and walked up the stairs on the porch. 


Jimmy knocked on the door. He raised an eyebrow when the door just swung open. What the 
hell? Why didn’t his dad lock the door? Frowning, Jimmy walked inside the house, and 
closed the door. When he got to the main hall, his eyes widened. Michael was on the carpet 
next to the couch, with his eyes closed. 


“Dad?!” 
Jimmy was by his side in seconds, kneeling down as he started shaking him. 
“Dad! Dad! Wake up! Dad!” 


Jimmy was starting to panic. Why was he on the floor? How long has he been on the floor? 
Why isn’t he moving? 


“Dad? C’mon. Open your eyes. Please open your eyes. Dad!” 


Michael becomes aware of the fact that someone was shouting at him. The next thing he was 
aware of, was that someone was shaking him. Had... had someone found him? Someone... 
someone cared? Someone came looking for him? Who... who would have come looking for 
him? Michael opens his eyes with a groan. 


He recognized that voice. 

“Jimmy?” 

Michael looks up to see that the whites of his eyes were red. 
“Were you crying?” 

Jimmy wipes the tears out of his eyes, and sniffs. 


“Well duh! Of course I was crying! I thought...” 


Jimmy’s breath hitched. 


“You weren’t waking up! I thought... I thought you were dead!” 


Tears poured from Jimmy’s eyes. Michael sits up and wraps his arms around him as Jimmy 
sobs. 


“Hey... hey... Shh... Shh.” 
Michael grabs his right hand and places it against his heart. 
“Feel that? It’s still beating. I’m still breathing son.” 


Jimmy feels the thump-thump-thump-thump of his father’s heart beating against his palm. His 
breathing slows down, and the sobs died out. Stretching out a hand, Jimmy helps his father 
up from the floor. 


“Come on, let’s get you on the couch.” 


Michael stumbled with every step as Jimmy guided him to the couch. Once Michael was 
sitting down, Jimmy walks away from the living room to see a bottle on the floor. Bending 
down to pick it up, his eyes widened when he saw that it was a bottle of Vodka. 


Chapter 2 


Jimmy sighs and picks up the bottle, walking over to the kitchen as he poured the rest out in 
the sink. Seriously Pop? Vodka? 


After pouring out the liquid, Jimmy puts the bottle in a trash bag. He’d take it to a dumpster 
later. Right now, his dad needed him. When Jimmy returned to the couch, Michael was sound 
asleep. Jimmy snorts. 


“Okay pop, we’ll talk later.” 


After putting a blanket over Michael, Jimmy goes upstairs and lays down in his bed. He’s not 
going back to Fabien’s place any time soon. He can’t just sit there and pretend that he’s okay 
with another man being with his mom, he just can’t. So, he decided to stay with his dad for a 
while. Michael would never admit to it, but Jimmy drugging him is one of the contributing 
factors that lead him to try to take his life. There’s no doubt in Jimmy’s mind that he’s 
partially at fault. 


After wrapping himself in the covers, Jimmy starts winding down to sleep. Surprisingly, his 
pillows were still there. Huh. Guess his dad must’ve kept his bed up for him. 


Jimmy eventually fell asleep an hour later. For the first time, he felt safe enough to sleep 
through the night. Michael wakes up to the smell of bacon. Blinking, he slowly got out of bed 
and walked downstairs to see Jimmy cooking breakfast. Michael slowly blinked. So... his 
son showing up wasn’t a dream. 


“Hey pop. I’m making eggs if you want some.” 
Michael yawned. 
“Okay. Thanks Jimmy.” 


Michael sat on the couch and waited for the eggs to get done. Michael’s head felt like it was 
on fire, and the spatula was blaring in his ears. The sun coming through the windows was 
blinding him. Michael squinted against the light. After eleven minutes, Jimmy turned off the 
stove, and grabbed a couple plates from the cabinet. Jimmy decided to dip up Michael’s food 
first. After finding his father passed out on the floor, Jimmy was going to do his best to take 
care of his father. 


When Jimmy got done fixing his dad’s plate, he pours a can of Sprunk in a glass for 
both him, and his dad. After that he sets it on the table in front of Michael. After grabbing a 
fork and knife from the drawer, Jimmy fixed his own plate and joined his dad on the couch, 
handing him the silverware, and glass as they both chowed down on the eggs. Michael didn’t 
say much as he ate the eggs. What could he even say anyway? Sorry you found me passed 
out on the floor? Sorry you had to pick my drunken ass off the floor? Yeah, no. If Jimmy 


wants to bring up what happened last night, then he’s more than welcome to, but Michael 
would rather pretend that last night didn’t happen. 


Breakfast was spent in silence. Neither one of them had much to say. Jimmy knew he needed 
to approach his dad about what happened last night, but this was something that needed to be 
approached carefully. One wrong move, and his dad would shut him out again. Michael 
wasn’t one to discuss feelings. He’d rather drink away his problems and pretend they don’t 
exist. 


When breakfast was finally over, Jimmy got up from the couch and put the dishes in 
the sink. He could always wash them later. Michael watched as Jimmy sat back down on the 
couch. 


“You scared me to death last night, you know that?” Jimmy asks. 
“T know son, I’m sorry.” 
Jimmy sighs. 
“Why?” He asks. 
Michael blinked. 
“Huh?” 
“Why did you do it?” Jimmy asks. 
Michael sighs. 


“T just wanted the loneliness to stop. I’ve been alone in a big empty house for months 
now, and I...” 


Michael’s breath hitched. 
“T just wanted to end it, to spare myself the pain.” 


Jimmy’s eyes widened. 


“No! Don’t you- don’t you ever do that! I can’t- Don’t ever!” 


Tears poured from his eyes. Shit, if he hadn’t checked on his dad when he did, then he would 
have died last night! He would’ve died feeling all alone, and he would have been at fault! 


“Jimmy... come on, don’t- don’t cry.” Michael pleads. 
“How do you expect me not to cry? You tried to kill yourself dad!” 


Michael blinked. Jimmy very rarely called him dad. It was mostly pop, but dad? That was 
rare. As Jimmy sobbed, Michael wrapped his arms around him as he sobbed into his chest. 


How could Michael have been stupid enough to believe that his family would have been 
happy with him gone? Michael pats Jimmy’s back and listens to him sob. God, what the hell 
was he thinking last night? 


That’s it, he’s getting back into therapy. His son needs him to be better. He has to be 
better. He can’t stand making his son cry. Jimmy doesn’t know how long he was crying for, 
all he did know was that he needed it. Jimmy was so scared that his dad was never going to 
wake up, and to know that his dad tried to take his own life last night? That was the worst 
part. 


When Jimmy finally stopped crying, Michael grabs his phone and goes up to his room. He 
needed a little bit of privacy while he made this call. Michael goes onto the internet, and calls 
the first Psychologist he sees on the list. Since Isiah died, Michael hadn’t been back to 
therapy. 


“Hello, this is Doctor Esmerelda Johnson.” The woman says on the phone. 
“Hi are you taking new patients?” Michael asks. 
“T am actually. Were you looking to come in for an appointment?” She asks. 


“Oh, um... not today, but yes, I would like to come in for an appointment.” Michael 
says. 


“Oh, that’s alright dear. If youll give me your name and number, Ill write it down and 
schedule you whenever you’d like to come in.” 


Michael liked this woman already. He was definitely going for his first visit as a patient when 
he gets the opportunity. 


Chapter 3 


Four days have passed since Jimmy found his father unconscious from a suicide 
attempt. Today Michael was sitting in a therapy session. 


“Hello. You must be Michael.” Esmerelda says. When Michael saw that she was an 
older lady, he instantly felt safe. 


“That’s right my name is Michael.” 
“Welcome Michael. How are you feeling at the moment?” She asks. 


“To be honest with you, I'm feeling a little embarrassed because my son found me after 
a suicide attempt four days ago.” 


Esmerelda blinked. 

“IT see. What made you decide to try to take your own life?” 
Michael frowned. 

“Um... what happens if what I’m about to say is illegal?” 


“Even if it is, I can’t report you.” She answers. Michael nodded and relaxed his 
shoulders. Esmerelda watched as he instantly became more relaxed. Michael slouched back. 


“Okay, well, I was on a drive with my son, when he took me to meet a friend at Burger 
Shot. Eventually he had me sip a drink, and after a while I started feeling funny.” 


Esmerelda nodded. 
“Well, it turns out he spiked my drink with Ketamine.” 
“Then what happened?” 
“Well, he threw me out of the car, and left me in the street.” 
What on Earth is wrong with this man’s son? 
“T see. What happened when you were in the street?” 


“Well... I started hallucinating and ended up stripping down to my underwear. When it 
finally wore off, I was lying on the ground.” Michael answers. She nods. 


“It’s been months since that happened, and I guess being alone without my wife and 
kids in the house pushed me over the edge.” 


“Is there anyone else you can talk to, maybe spend time with besides me?” 


“Well, my son has been back in the house for four days now since he found me after 
my suicide attempt.” Michael says. 


“T meant outside of your family.” Esmerelda clarifies. 
“T do have a couple friends I could hang out with.” 


“That’s good. Why don’t you give them a call sometime? I think spending time outside 
of your house will do you some good.” She says. 


“T can’t promise that I will, but I'll try.” 

“That’s really all you can do at this point mr. Desanta.” 
“Please, just call me Michael.” Michael says. 

“Alright then, dear. Michael it is.” 


As Michael talked with the therapist, he expected her to stop the session before he even had a 
chance to say anything, and to charge him more than she was supposed to. When that didn’t 
happen, Michael stared in confusion. 


“Michael? Is something wrong?” 
“Aren’t you going to end the session?” He asks. 
“Um... no? You still have ten minutes left. Do you want me to?” She asks. 
“Well, no but... it’s been ten minutes already.” 
Esmerelda blinked. 
“Michael, honey, you have an hour in these sessions.” 


“But... the sessions with my last therapist only lasted five or ten minutes. I don’t... an 


“Michael? Honey? The session doesn’t end until an hour passes.” 
Michael just laughed. 

“Right, then you’ll up the price for this session.” 
Esmerelda’s eyes widened. 


“What? No! Who told you that’s how this worked? That’s not how this works 
Michael.” 


“But... Dr. Friedlander did that to me all the time.” 


Esmerelda puts a hand on his shoulder. 


“Michael... Dr. Friedlander was taking advantage of you. What he did is wrong. We 
are never supposed to charge our patients extra, and we’re never supposed to cut off the 
session early.” 


Michael stared in shock. Esmerelda waited for Michael to process that information. If 
the session ran over a little, then oh well. Her current patient was more important. Michael’s 
thoughts were racing. How could Isiah take advantage of him like that? He went to him for 
help! He thinks back to the last conversation he had with the man. 


“The thing is. I’m in love with you.” 


Isiah had claimed that he was joking, but now Michael wasn’t so sure. Michael was 
eventually snapped out of his thoughts by the sound of a timer. 


“Oh... uh... I guess that’s that then.” 


“Tt is unfortunate, but you can always come back for another session.” Esmerelda says. 
Michael nods and walks outside the building. That was very different. If this had been Isiah, 
he would’ve cut him off after five minutes, ten if he’s lucky. Then the price increased, which 
is apparently not how therapy works. All this time, Michael thought what Isiah was doing 
was how all therapists are. Now he’s questioning everything. Michael barely paid attention 
when he got in the car. His mind was still reeling. 


It was around two in the afternoon when Jimmy sees Michael walk inside the house. 
He frowned when he saw the far-off look in Michael’s eye. Jimmy walked over to him. 


“Hey, pop? Are you okay? What’s wrong?” 
Michael blinked. 

“Oh. Hey Jimmy. Sorry I... just got a lot on my mind after therapy.” 
Jimmy’s eyes widened. 

“Oh, uh... how did it go?” 


“T don’t even... I don’t even know how to process the information I learned.” Michael 
says. 


“Let’s start by sitting on the couch.” Jimmy says. Michael nods and sits down with 
Jimmy. 


“Okay, now. Take a breath and tell me what happened.” 
Michael slowly breathes. 
“Apparently Dr. Friedlander has been taking advantage of me for a long time.” 


“Oh wow. Shit. Are you okay?” Jimmy asks. 


“No! I’m not okay, Jimmy! I’m in shock, and I’m angry. I told that man everything!” 
Michael shouts. Tears poured from his eyes. Jimmy frowned and pulled him in for a hug. 
Michael wrapped his arms around Jimmy and sobbed. He trusted that man. He trusted that 
man! Damn it! Jimmy held him there for a while and listened to him sob. The thing that hurts 
him is that this probably isn’t the first time that his dad has cried like this, and needed 
comfort, when there was no one there to hold him. Sure, there was Franklin and Trevor, but 
were they close like this? Would they have held him like this? Jimmy doubts that very much. 


End Notes 


I have removed the United States Crisis Text Line. It turns out that they have been sharing 
private conversations and sharing it with a for profit company. 


Worldwide Suicide Hotlines 
Talk to someone 


Albania 127 

Algeria 0021 3983 2000 58 

Argentina (054-011) 4758 2554 

Australia 1-800-273-8255 

Austria 142 

Bahamas 328-0922 / 322-4999 /322-2763 
Bahrain 0097 161 199 188/ 0097 161 199 260 / 0097 161 199 191 / 0097 161 199 334 
Barbados (246) 42 99 999 

Belgium 106 

Bolivia 00 591 4 4 25 42 42 

Bostwana 3911270 

Brazil +55 51 211 2888 

Canada 514—723—4000 

China 0800-—810—1117 

Colombia (00 57 5) 372 27 27 

Costa Rica 506-253-5439 

Croatia (01) 4833-888 

Cuba 532 348 14 49 


Cyprus +357 77 77 72 67 


Denmark +45 70 201 20 

Ecuador 593 2 6000 477 

Eqypt 762 1602/3 

Estonia 126 /127 

Fiji (0679) 670565 

Finland 040-—5032199 

France +33 951 11 61 30 

Germany 0800 1110 222 

Ghana 233 244 846 701 

Greece 1018 

Guatemala 1-800-999-9999 

Guyana +592 223-0001, 223-0009, 600-7896, 623-4444 
Honduras (00 504) 2558 08 08 /2232-1314 
Hong Kong 2389 2222 /2382 0000 
Hungary (46) 323 888 

India 2549 7777 

Tran 1480 

Israel 1201 

Italy 800 86 00 22 

Jamaica 930-1152 / 1-888-429-KARE (5273) 
Japan +81 (0) 3 5286 9090 

Kenya +254 20 300 0378/205 1323 

Latvia 371 67222922 

Liberia 06534308 — 

Lithuania 8-800 2 8888 


Luxembourg 454545 


Malaysia (063) 928 500 39 
Malta 179 


Mauritius 46 48 889 


Mexico 525—510—2550 
Namibia 61—232—221 
Netherlands 0900-113 0 113 
New Zealand 0800 543 354 
Nicaragua 2311-7361 
Norway +47 815 33 300 
Papua New Guinea 675 326 0011 (Daytime only) 
Peru (00 51 1) 273 8026 
Philippines (02) 8969191 /893 7606 
Poland 52 70 000 /52 70 988 
Portugal (+351) 225 50 60 70 
Russia 007 (8202) 577-577 
Samoa 32000 

Serbia 037 23 025 

Singapore 1800 221 4444 
South Africa 0861 322 322 
South Korea (02) 715 8600 
Spain 0145 900 50 

Sri Lanka 011 057 2222662 
St. Vincent (784) 456 1044 
Sudan (249) 11—555—253 


Sweden (46) 31 711 2400 


Switzerland 143 
suicide prevention 


Thailand (02) 713-6793 

Tonga 23000 /25144 

Trinidad & Tobago (868) 645 2800 
Turkey 182 

UK & Ireland +44 8457 90 90 90 
Ukraine 058 


USA 1-800-273-TALK(8255) 


Venezuela 0241—8433308 


Zimbabwe (9) 650 00 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


